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	I would have a woman as true as Death.   At the
first real lie which works from the heart outward, she
should be tenderly chloroformed into a better world, where
she can have an angel for a governess, and feed on strange
fruits which will make her all over again, even to her bones
and marrow.—Whether gifted with the accident of beauty
or not, she should have been moulded in the rose-red clay
of Love, before the breath of life made a moving mortal of
her. Love-capacity is a congenital endowment; and I think,
after awhile, one gets to know the warrn-hued natures it
belongs to from the pretty pipe-clay counterfeits of them.—
Proud she may be, in the sense of respecting herself; but
pride in the sense of contemning others less gifted than
herself deserves the two lowest circles of a vulgar woman's
Inferno, where the punishments are Small-pox and Bank-
ruptcy. She who nips off the end of a brittle courtesy, as
one breaks the tip of an icicle, to bestow upon those whom
she ought cordially and kindly to recognize, proclaims the
fact that she comes not merely of low blood, but of bad
blood. Consciousness of unquestioned position makes
people gracious in proper measure to all; but if a woman
puts on airs with her real equals, she has something about
herself or her family she is ashamed of, or ought to be.
Middle, and more than middle-aged people, who know
family histories, generally see through it. An official of
standing was rude to me once. Oh, that is the maternal
grandfather,—said a wise old friend to me,—he was a
boor.—Better too few words, from the woman we love,
than too many: while she is silent, Nature is working for
her; while she talks, she is working for herself.—Love is
sparingly soluble in the words of men; therefore they speak

